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CHAPTER |,

A Scandalized Virgin,
The bus drove up to the giate and
stopped under the electrie street light,
Parched on the box by the big, Llaeck
negro driver sat o little boy whose
slonder fignre was swathed in a huge
rain cont,

|
|
]

Miss Minerva was on the porch
waitlng to rocolve him,

“Merey on e, ehdld”  she sadd,
wwhat on carth made vou ride up |
there” Why dlin't ¥ou get inside?”

Y Jest wanted  to ride Ly :‘_:-'H]I;
Lamb,” repled the ohill as he was
Hited down, “An' | see 2 pfce fatlittle |
man name’ Major—" |

"He fost wouldn' ride inside, Miss
Minerva,”  iInterrupted  the delver,
quickly, to pass over the blush that
rose lo the spin<ter's thin check at )

mantion of the major.  “"Twan’'t no |
nse fer tor try ter mwake him ride no-
whars bt up by me.  He Jes’
fused  an' ‘fused  an' Csputed  an'
‘gpuled; he Jes' tuck ter me fom ode
mintte he got oft'm de traln an' sot !
Aayes on me; he am one easy chile ter
il 'qualnted wid: so 1 Jes' W'isted hiim |
up by me. Ilere am  his  verlise,
ana'am.” |

jos'

“CGood-by, Sam  Lamb,”  sald  the
wehilld as the negro ot baeck on the
Dox and gathered up the relos, U {

wen you fo-morrer.” |
Miss Mlonerva lmprinted a thin, old.
mald klss  on the sweet,  childish |
smouth, I am your Aunt  AMinerva,”
she salil, na she pieked up his satehel,

The Httlo hoy carelessly drew the

®ack of his hand across hls mouth.

"What are vou dolng?"' she asked,

“Are yon wiping my Kklss off?"”

"Waw'm,” he replied, "I's jest a—I's
axublbin' (it in, I reckon.”

“Come In, Wlllam," and

led the way through the

Into a blg bedroom,

“Billy,  ma'am,”
naphow,

“William,” flrmly repented Mlss Mi-l
nerva.  “You may have heen ecalled |
By on that plantation where you
wero allowed to run wild with the ne-
wroes,  but  your name s Wil-
Ham Oreen T1HI, and 1 shall insist
upan your being called by ("

She stooped to help him off with
hls cout, remarking as she did so:
*What a blg overcoat; it is several
&lzes too large for vou." |

his aunt
wide hall

corrected her

“Darned If 't aln't,” agreed the child |
promptly,

“"Who taught you such a naughty
word?” she asked in a horrified voice.

i

“"Don’t you know it Is wrong to
curse?” i

“Yon call that cussin'?' ecame in |
scornful tones from the lttle boy. |

“"Yon don't know cussin' when you see |
it; you jest oughter hear ole Unecle
Jimmy-Jawed Jup'ter, Aunt Clndy's
hushan’; he'll show you somer the
protties’ cussin’ you ever did hear.”

“Who {s Aunt Cindy?"

*8he’s the colored 'oman what tends
to me ever sence me an' Wilkes Booth
Lincoln's born, an’ Unecie Jup'ter is
her husban' an' he sho’ 1s a stingeree
on cugsin', Is yo' husban' muech of a
cusser?’ he Inquired.

A pale pink dyed Mlss Minerva's
thin, sallow, face.

"l am not a married woman,” she
replied, curtly, “and | most assuredly
woald not permit any oaths to be used |
on my premises,”

"Well, Uncle Jimmy-Jawed Jup'ter |
1= jest naeh'elly boun' to cuss—he's !
2ol o repertation to keep up,”  sald
13y,

He sat down in a chalr In front of
bls nunt, crogsed his legs and smiled
confidentinlly up into her face

“Hell an’ darn 15 jest easy ev'y day
words to that nigger, 1 wish  you
conld hear Wim cuss on a Sunday Jest
ono Ume Aunt Minerva:; he'd  sho’
muke You open yo' eyes an' take In yo'
slgn,  But Aunt Cindy don't 'low me
w0’ Wilkes Booth Lineoln to siay noth-
' 't all only jest ‘darp’ tell weo gits
Erown mens, an' puts on long pants.”

“Wilkes Booth Lincoln? questioned
hls nunt,

AL you never hear teller him?'*
asked the chilld, “ile'g ol Aunt Bluye-

Gum Tempy's Peruny Ponrline's boy;

an’ Peruny Pearllne,” e continued

enthuslastically, “she aintt no o ord- |
*nary nigeor, her hair alo't got nare |
Klak an' .oe's got the sriandes' clo'es. |
They aln’t nothin' snlde 'bout ner, |
She got ten chillons an' evy single |
ono of ‘em's got a dinunt pppy, she

been married so much.  They da say
she pot Injun blood {n her, too."

Miss Minerva, who niad been stand
Ing prim, erect and stiff, rol) lnmply |
Into a conventent rocking ehalr, and |

looked closely at  this  orphaned |
nepliew who had come (o live Wil|l]
her,

Bhe saw a beautiful, l

brighy, ac-
tractive, lttle face out of whieh big,

#aucy, gruy eyes shaded by long cyp.
Ing black lashes looked winningly at

| an'
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an' she got to nuss It. An’ the nex’
Is Mount Sinal Tabernicle, he name
fer the church where ol' Aunt DBlue-
Gum Tempy's Peruny Pearline takes
her sackerment; an' the nex' 1s rirst
Thessalonians; Sccond Thessalonians,
he's dead an’ gone to the Bad Place
‘cause he skunt a ecat—1 don't mean
skin the cat on a actin' pole like me
Wilkes Dooth Lineoln doos—he

| skunt a sho' 'nough cat what was n

biack cat, what was a ole witen, an'

, she come back an' ha'nt him, an® ho

srowed thinner an’ thinner an weas-
ler an® weasler, tell finely he wan't
nothin' ‘"tall but a skel'ton, an® the

lad Man won't 'low nobody ‘tall to
eive his parch tongue no water, an' he
got to, ever after amen, be toast on a
pitehfork.  An' Oleander Magnolla Al-
thea  Is the nex',"” he continued,
entmerating Peruny  Pearline's  olf-
spring on his thin, well-molded fin-
zors, "she got the soven-year Iten; an'
Gottyshurg, an'  Blddle-&-Drothers-
MereantilesC'o.; he name fer the sto’
where ole Aunt  Blue-Gum  Tempy's
Peruny Pearline gits eredit so she can
pay when she fofches 1n ner cotton in
the fall; an® Wilkes Booth Lincoln,
Lim an' me's twing; we was borned
the same day only I's horned to my
mammn an’ he's borned to his'n an’
Poetor fenking fetehed me an' Doctor
shack'oroot feteched him, An' Declm-

[us Ultinins,"—the little boy trrumnph-
cantly put his right torefinger on his

left little one, thus making the tenth,

"she's the baby an' she's 'got the colle
an' cries loud 'mough to wake up Is-
rael;
wish the little devil would dle.
uny Pearline firs’ name her
Shacklefoot' 'cause he fetches all her
chillens, but the doctor he say that

an’'t no name fer a girl, o he name
her

Wililkes Booth Lincoln say he
Per-

‘Doctor

Decimus Ultimus.”
Miss Minerva, sober, proper, dignil-

fled, religious old mald unused to chil-
dren,
and paralyzed sllence.
put the child to bed at once that she

listened In frozen

amazement
She decided to

might collect her thoughts, and lay

some plans for the rearing of this sad-

ly neglected, llttle orphaned nephew.
“Willlam,” she gaid, “It 18 bedtime,
and 1 know you must be sleepy after
your long ride on the ears. Would you
like something to eat before I put you
to bed? 1 saved you some supper.”
“Naw'm, I hain't hongry: the major

!man what I talk to on the train tuck

me in the dininroom an' gimme all
I could hol’; I jest eat an’ eat tell
they wan't a wrinkle in me,” was the
reply. “He axed me ’bout you, too.
Is he name' Major Minerva?"

She opened a door In considerable
confusfon, and they entered a small,
neat room adjoining,

“This is your own little room, WiIl-
liam," sald she, “you see it opens Into
mine. lave you a night-shirt?"”

“Naw'm, I don't need no night-shirt.
I jest sleeps In my unlons and some-
times in my overalls.”

“Well, you may sleep in your union
sult tonight,” sald the seandalized rel-
ative, "and I'll sece what I can @o for
you tomorrow. Can you undress your-
self?"

Her small nephew wrinkled his
nose, disdainfully. “Well, I reckon
50," he scornfully made answer, “Me
an' Willkes Dooth Lincoln been un-
dressin’ usself ever sence we's born.”

“I'll eome in here after a while and
turn off the lght, Good night, Wil-
Ham."

“Goodnight, Aunt
sponded the little boy.

Minerva,” re-

CHAPTER 11,
The Rabbit's Left Hind Foot.

A few minutes later, as Miss Mi-
nerva sat rocking and thinking, the
door opened and a lean, graceful, lttle
figure, clad in a skinny, gray unfon
suit, eame Into the room.

“Aln't I a-goln’ to say no prayers?”

demanded a sweet chlldish  volce.
“Aunt Cindy hear me an® Wilkes
Boorn Lincoln say us prayers ev'y

night sence we's born.”

“Why, of course you must say your
prayers,” sald his aunt, blushing at
having to be reminded of her dury by
this young heathen; “kneel down here
by me."

Billy leooked at his  aunt's  bony
frame and thought of Aunt Cmndy's
oft, tat, ample lap. A wistful look
crossed  his  childish  face as he
dropped down In front of her and laid
is head against her knee, then the
bright, beautiful little face took on an
angelle expresslon as ho cloged his
eyes and softly chanted:

“Now I lays me down to slecp,

[ prays the Lord my soul to keep,
If 1 should die befo' T wake,

I prays the Lord my soul to take,

"Keep 'way f'om me hoodoo an’ witeh,
Lead my paf f'om the po'house gate,
| plnes fer the golden harps an’ sieh,

hor; sho saw a sweot, childigh peq | OM 1ord. I'll set an’ pray an' wait.

mouth, a mass of short, yellow curla,
and a thin but graceful little figure

"I knows the names of aller ol cnlr

Annt Blue-Gum Tempy's Peruny Pearl.
tne’s chillens,” he was saying proud-
Iy: “Admiral Ferragut Moses the
Prophot Esquire, he's the blgges': an’
Allee Ann Marla  Dan
Feteh-1t, she had to nusa all the res’;

rho say [as’ as she git th'oo nussin’

one an' 'low she goin' to bave

|

|
Rt b e e e |

Step-an’-Go-

a8 a
breathin’ spell here come another one | Jesus' sake.

"Oh, Lord, bless ev'ybody; bless me
an' Aunt Cindy, an’ Wilkes Booth Lin-
A, an' Aunt Blue-Gum Tempy's Per-
uny Pearline, an’ Uncle Jimmy-Jawed
Jup'te*. an' ov'ybody, an’ Sam Lamb,
an !\t}l‘lt Minoryva, an' aller Aunt Blue-
[ Gum Tempy's Peruny Pearline's chil-
lens, an' glve Aunt Minerva a billy
goat or a llttle nannny if she'd ruther,
an’ bless Major Minerva, an' make me

good boy like Sanctified Bophy, ter
Amen”

“What 18 that you have t16d aroun
your neck, Willam?” she asked, as
the little boy rose to his feet, i §a
never have no ’'sease 't all an’ nobody
can't never conjure you if you wears
a rabbit foot. This here one fa' the
lef’ hin' foot; It was ketched by a red-
headed nigger with cross-eyes in a
graveyard at twelve o’clock on a l%
day night, when they’s a full mo n.
He glve It to Aunt Cindy to tle 'roun’
my nake when I's a baby. Aln’t you
got no rabbit foot?”" he anxiously In-
quired.

"No," she answered. *1 have never
had one and I have never been con-
jured either. Give it to me, Willlam;
I can’t allow you to be superstitious,”
and she held out her hand.

"Please, Aunt Minerva, jest lemme
weir It tonight,” he pleaded., *“Me an’
Wilkes Dooth Lincoln's been wearin’
us rabbit foots ever sence we's born."”
“No,” she sald firmly; “I'll put a
stop to suech nonsense at once. Givo
it to me, William.”

Billy looked up at his
tere countenance and lovingly fin-
gercd hls charm;  he opened his
mouth to say something, but hesi-
tated; slowly he untied the string
around his neck and laid his treasure
on her lap; then without lookIng up,
he ran Into his own little room, clos-
ing the door behind him,

Soon alterward Miss Minerva, hear-
ing a sound like a stifled sob coming
from the adjoining room, opened the
door softly and looked Into a sad, lit-
tle face with big, wide, open eyes
shining with tears.

“What is the matter, William?" she
coldly asked.

“l ain't never slep’ by myself,” he
sobbed. "Wilkes Booth Lincolh al-
ways slept on a pallet by my bed ever
sence we's born an'—an’ I wants
Aunt Cindy to tell me 'bout Uncle Pil-
jerk Peter.”

Hls aunt sat down on the bed by
his slde. She was not versed in the
ways of childhood, and could not know
that the little boy wanted to pillow
his hend on Aunt Cindy's soft and am-
ple bosom, that he was homesick for
his black friends, the only companions
he had ever known,

“I' tell you a Bible story,” she
temporized. “You must not be a baby,
You are not afraid, are you, William?
God is always with vou.”

"l don't want no God,” he sullenly
made reply; “I wants somebody with
sho' 'nough skin an' bones, an'—an’' 1
wants to hear 'bout Uncle Plljerk Pe-
ter.”

“I will tell you a Bible
again suggested his aunt.
you about—""

“lI don’ want to hear no Bible story,
neither,” he objected. "I wants to hear

aunt's aus-

story,”
“T will tell

Unele Jimmy-Jawed Jup'ter
‘corjun an' sing:

play his

"‘Rabbit up the gum tree, Coon I8 in
the holler
Wake, snake; Juney-Bug stole a half
a dollar,””

“I"'ll sing you a hymn,” sald Miss
Minerva patiently.

"I don't want to hear you sging no
hymn,” said Billy impolitely. "1 wants
to see Sanctified Sophy shout.”

As hls aunt could think of no sub-
stitute with which to tempt him {n
llen of Sanctified *Sophy’s shouting,
she remained silent,

“An' 1 wants Wllkes Booth Lincoln
to dance a cleg,” persisted her
nephew.

Miss Minerva remalned sflent, She

felt unable to cope with the situation
till she had adjusted lier thoughts and
made her plans, .
Presently  Billy,
shrewdly, sald:

“"Gimme my rabblt foot, Aunt Mi-
nerva, an' I'll go right off to sleep,’

When she agaln looked in on him
he was fast asleep, a rosy flush on his
babylsh, tear-atalned cheak, his red
lips halt parted, his curly head pll-
lowed on his arm, and close against
his goft, young thront there nestled
the left hind foot of a rabbit.

Mlgs Minerva's bed tlme was half
after nine o'clock, summer or winter.
She had hardly varled a gegond 1 the
years that had elapged since the run-
away marrlage of her only relative,

#

noking at  her

“That's my rabbit foot; you v.roit'i‘!:t,.

Ithe young dinté‘f'wh.&ng.,ohlld."ll_.nd now

‘come to llve with her. But 'on the
night of Billy’s arrlval the storn, nar-
row woman sat for hours In her rock-
ing chair, her mind busy with thoughts
of that pretty young sister, dead since
the boy's birth.

And now the wild, reckless, dissi-
pated brother-in-law was dead, too,
and the c¢hild had been sent to her;
to the aunt who did not want him,
Who did not care for children, who
had never forgiven her sister her un-
fortunate marriage. "If he had only
been a girl,” she silghed. What she
belleved to be a happy thought en-
tered her brain.

“I shall rear him,” she promised
herself, “Just as .Af he were a little
girl; then he will be both a pleasure
and a comfort to me, and a compan-
ion for my loneliness."

Miss Minerva was strictly method-
leal; she worked ever by the clock,
s0 many hours for thls, so many for
that., Willlam, she now resolved, for
the flrst time becoming really mter-
ested In him, should grow up to be a
model young man, a splendld and
wonderful plece of mechanlsm, a fine,
practical, machine-like individual,
moral, upright, religious. She was
glad that he was young; she would
begin his training on the morrow. She
would teach him to sew, to sweep, to
churn, to cook, and when he was old-
er he should be educated for tre min-
latry.

“Yes,” sald Miss Minerva; "1 snall
be very strict with him just at first,
and punish him for the slightest dis-
obedlence or misdemeanor, and he
will soon learn that my authority is
not to be questioned.”

And the little boy who had never
had a restraining hand laid upon, him
in his short life? He slept sweetly
and innocently In the next room,
dreaming of the care-free existence on
the plantation and of hls Idle, happy,
negro companions.

CHAPTER 111,
The WIllling Worker.

“Get up, William,” sald Miss Mi-
nerva, “and come with me to the
bathroom; I have fixed your bath.”
The child's sleepy eyes popped wide
open at this astounding command.
“Aln’t this-here Wednesday?"
asked sharply.

“Yes; today 18 Wednesday.
up or the water will get cold.”

“Well, me an' Wilkes Booth Lincoln
Jest washed las' Sat'day. Wae ain’t got

he

Hurry

to wash no mo’ till nex' Sat'day,” he
argued,

“0Oh, yes,” sald his relative;
must bathe every day."

“Me an' Wilkes Dooth Lincoln ain't

“you

never wash on a Wednesday sence

He Chanted “Now | Lays Me Down to Sleep.”

we's born,” he protested indignantly.

Billy's idea of a bath was taken
from the sovere weekly scrubbing
which Aunt Cindy gave him with a
hard washrag, and he felt that he’'d
rather di¢ at once than have to bathe
every day.

He followed his aunt dolefully to
the bathroom at the end of the long
back porch of the old-fashioned, one-
story house; but once In the big
white tub he was delighted.

In fact, he stayed In it so
Mliss Minerva had to knock
door and tell him to hur,
get ready for breakfast,

“Bay." he yelled out to her, "l lHkes
this-here; {t's mos’ as fine as Johnny's
Wash [Hole, where me an’ Wilkes
Booth Lincoln goes In swimmin' ever
gence we's born."

When he camo into the dining-room
he was a slght to gladden even a prim
old maid's heart, The water had
curled his halr Into rlotous yellow
ringlets, higs bright eyes gleamed, hls
beautiful, expressive little face shone
happlly, and every movement of his
aglle, llthe figure was grace f{tsell.

“I sho' is hongry," he remarked,'ns
he took his seat at the breakfast ta-
ble.

Mlgs Minerva reallzed that now was
the time to begin hor small nephew's
training; If she was ever to teach him
to speak correctly sho must begin at
once, }

“Willlam,” she sald stornly,  “you

long
on the
up and

must not talk so much like a negro.

/é‘ﬁ:’w|n MYZRS 9', -

“What | Done Now?" Asked the Boy Innocently,

Instead of saying ‘I sho' is hongry,
you should say, 'l am very hungry.
Listen to me and try to sprak more
correctly.”

“Don't! don't!" she screamed as he
helped himself to the meat and gravy,
leaving a little brown river on her
fresh white tablecloth. “Walt until
I ask a blessing; then I will help you
to what you want." !

Billy enjoyed his wreakfast very
much. “These muffine sho' is—" he
began; catehing his aunt’s eye he cor-
rected himself: “These mufling am
very good,”

“"These muflins are very good,” sald
Miss Minerva patiently.

“DId you ever eat any bobbycued
rabbit?" he asked. '"Me an’ Wilkes
Booth Lincoln been eatin’ chit’lins, an’
sweet 'taters, an’ 'possum, an' squir-
rel, an' hoe-cake, an' Brunswick stew
ever sence we's born,” was his proud
announcement.

"“Use your napkin,” commanded she,
“and don't fill your mouth so full.”

The little boy flooded his plate with
sirup.

“These-here 'lasses sho' 1s—" he be-
gan, but Instantly remembering that
he must be more particular in his
speech, he stammered out:

“These-here sho’' Is—am-—are a nice
messer'lasses.~1 aln't never eat sech
a good bait. They sho' {s—-1 aimed to
say—these 'lasses sho' are a bird;
they's 'mother slght tastier'n sorghum,
an' Aunt Cindy ‘lows that sorghum is
the very penurity of a nigger.”

She did not again correct him.

“T must be very patient,” she
thought, "and go very slowly. 1 must
not expect too much of him at first.”

After breakfast Miss Minerva, who
would not keep n servant, preferring
to do her own work, tied a big cook-
apron around the little boy's neck, and
told him to churn while she washed
the dishes. This arrangement did not’
sult Billy.

“Hoys don’t churn,” he sald sullen-
ly; “me an’ Wilkes Booth Lincoln don’
never have to churn sence we's born;
‘'omans has to churn an' I aln't a-golng
to. MajJor Minerva—he ain't never
churn,” he began belligerently, but his
relative turned an uncompromising
and rather perturbed back pon him.
Reallzing that he was beaten, he sub-
mitted to his fate, clutehed the dasher
angrily, and began his weary work.

He was glad his lttle black [riend
did not witness his dlsgrace.

As he thought of Wilkes Booth Lin-
coln the big tears came Into his eyes
and rolled down his checks; he leaned
way over the churn and the great glls-
tening tears splashed right into the
hole made for the dasher, and rolled
into the milk.

Billy grew Interested at once and
laughed aloud; he puckered up his
fuce and tried to weep again, for he
wanted more tears to fall into the
churn; but the tears refused to come
and he couldn't squeceze another one
out of his eyes,

“Aunt Minerva,” he sald mischiey-
ously. "I done ruint yo' buttermilk.”

“What have you done?" she in-
quired,

“It's done ruint,” he replled, “"vou'll
hafter th'ow It away; 'tain't fitten fer
nothin.'! I done cried 'bout a bucket-
ful In ft."

“Why did you ery?” asked Mliss Mi-
nerva calmly. “Don't you llke to
work?”

“Yen'm, I Jes’ loves to work; I wish
I had time to work all the time. But
it makes my belly ache to churn—I
ot a awful pain right now,"

“Churn on!” she commanded
sympathetically,

He grabbed the dasher and churned
vigorously for one minute,

“l reckon the butter's done come,”
he announced, resting from hls labors.

"It hasn't begun to come yet,” re-
pled the ezasperated woman, '“Don’t
wagte so much time, William."”

The chlld echurned In sllence for the
space of two minutes, and suggested:
“It's time to put hot water In It; Aunt
Cindy always puts hot water In ft.
Lemme git some fer you.”

“I never put hot water in my mili,"
safd she, “it makes the butter puffy.
Work more and thlk IBBH. William,"

Agaln there was a brief sllence,
broken only by the gound of the
dasher thumping agalnst the bottom
of the churn, and the rattle of the
dighes.

Y1 gho' la tired,” he presently re.
marked, heaving a deep slgh. “My
arma Is 'bout glve out, Aunt Minerya.
Ole Aunt Blue-Gum Tempy's Peruny

un-

Pearline see a man churn with his
toes; lemme git a chalr an’ see If 1
can't churn with my toes.”

“Indeed you shall not,” responded
his annoyed relative positively.

"Sanctifled Sophy knowed a colored
‘oman what had a lttle dog went
roun' an' roun’ an' churn fer her,” re-
marked Billy after a short pause. "If
you had a billy boat or a little nanny
I could hitch him to the churn fer you
ev'ry day.”

“"Willlam,” commanded
“don't say another word
have finlshed your work.”

“Can I sing?” he asked.

She nodded permission ns she went
through the open door into the dining-
room,

Returning a few minutes later she
found him sitting astride the churn,
using the dasher so vigorously that
buttermlilk was splashing In every di-
rection, and singing In a clear, sweet
volce:

his
until

aunt,
you

“He'll feed you when you's naked,
The orphan's tear he'll dry,
Ie'll clothe you when you's hongry
An' take you when you die.”

Miss Minerva jerked him off with
no gentle hand.

“What I done now?" asked the boy
innocently. "'Tain't no harm as I
can see jes' to straddle a churn.”

“Go out in the front yard,” com-
manded his aunt, "and sit In the swing
tll I eall you. I'll finish the work
without your assistance. And, WII-
Ham," she called after him, “there is
4 very bad little boy who livea next
door; I want you to have as little to
do with him as possible.”

CHAPTER 1V,

Sweetheart and Partner.

Billy was sitting quietly In the blg
lawn-swing when his aunt, dressed for
the street, filnally came through the
front door.

"I am goilng uptown, Willlam,” she
sald. /"I want to buy you some things
that you may go with me to church
Sunday. Have you ever been to Sun-
day school?"

“Naw'm; but I been to pertracted
meetin',"” came the ready response. *I
see Sanctifled Sophy shout tell she
tore ev'y rag offer her back 'ceptin’
a shimmy. She’s one 'oman who sho’
Is got 'lglon; she aln't never back-
slld ‘'tall, an' she ain't never fell 'om
grace but one time—"

"Stay right In the yard till I come
hack., 8it in the swing and don't go
outslide the front yard. 1 shan’t be
gone long,"” sald Miss Minerva,

His aunt had hardly left the gate
before Billy caught sight of a round,
fat little face peering at him through
the palings which separated Mlias Mi-
nerva's yard from that of her next-
door neighbor.

“Hello!" shouted Billy, *“ls you the
bad little boy what can’t play with
me?"

“What you doing in Miss Minerva's
yard?” came the answering Interro-
gation across the fence,

MI's come to llve with her,”' replied
Billy. "My mamma an' papa Is dead.
What's yo' name?"”

“I'm Jimmy Garner., How old are
you? TI'm most slx, I am.”

“SBhucks, I's already slx, a-going on
seven. Come on, le's swing.”

“Can't,” sald the new acquaintauce.
“I've runned off once today, and got
lcked for it.”

“I ain't never got no whippin’ senco
me an’ Wilkes Booth Lincoln's born,”
boasted Bllly.

“AIn't you?" asked Jimmy, ‘I ‘spev’
I been whipped more'n a million timen,
my mamma fs so pertic’lar with me,
She's 'bout the pertle-larest woman
ever was, she don't 'low me to leave
the yard 'thout I geot a whipping. |
belleve I will come over to see yom
‘bout half a minuate.”

Suiting the action to the word
Jimmy climbed the fence, and the two
little boys were soon comfortably
settled facing each other In the big
Iawn-swing.

“Who lives over there?” asked Billy,
nointing to the house across the
ftreet.

“That's Miss Jecllin’s houso, That'n ¥

her coming out of the front gate now."”
The young lady smiled and waved
her hand at them,
(TO BlS CONTINURED.)

Are you lgnorant of yourself or dg
you think to impose yourself upon iy
a8 o person wo do not know?

~




